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Leave Me Alone 


April, 1990 


| was up in the attic. Mom and Dad had gone to work. Shelly had already moved out and Star had classes at 
UW all day. Alone. Exactly how | wanted it. Exactly how it had been since Andy's funeral. Mom tried. And just 
because my conscience wouldn't allow me to be a total asshole to my mother, | let her talk. | let her hug me 


and make me food. But after a while, she got the hint and finally left me alone. Gratefully and necessarily alone. 


My friends stopped calling, too. | hadn't heard from Jeff at all. | expected that. Regan came by a couple of 
times, left me a decent stash "to get me by." Layne called once. That was unexpected and really nice of him. He 
left me on the verge of tears and like | said, it was nice of him to call, but it pissed me off. Feeling was not 
something | wanted to do. Chris came over a couple of times, too. The last time he was here, he sort of cried. 


| turned around and picked up my guitar. 
"Listen to this riff," | said. 


He hasn't been back since. 


They can all wallow together. | had work to do. So our singer died. Killed himself, basically. That didn't mean the 
world stopped turning. And it certainly didn't mean | was going to stop playing. 


| heard the doorbell and ignored it. Whoever it was would get the hint. Nobody was home. | continued to play 
my guitar, trying to remember this killer riff that had been mulling around in my head the past two days. 
Something just wasn't right about it and | racked my brain, trying to get it to work. | played, the doorbell rang, 
| played, the doorbell rang. This idiot was not taking the hint. 

| flew down two flights of steps, fueled by my rage, and stomped up to the front door, about to fling it open 
and scream at whoever was on the other side of it. It could be Girl Scouts or a pack of nuns. | didn't care. | 
was seething. Irrationally and exponentially seething. | could feel my blood boiling. | threw the door open and took 
a deep breath, ready to rip, when | was met with Jerry Cantrell's Eddie Haskell grin. 

| missed a beat, thanks to that grin, but | managed. "What the fuck do you want?" 

"Hey, Stoney.” 


| watched his eyes do a quick appraisal of my condition, down to my socked feet and back up. "What do you 
want, Cantrell?" 


I'm trying to get a hold of Regan. Can't find him! 
"That's my problem because?" 
"Well, it's not. | just thought maybe you knew where he was." 


| turned to shuffle into the living room, leaving him standing in the doorway. Dumb move on my part, | guess, 


because he followed me. "Its not my turn to watch him" 

"Haha. Good one 

"Look" | began, gritting my teeth as | flopped down on the couch. "I dont know where he is. You can go! 
"All right. Fine. But, um, do you have any of his stuff" 

"Jerry!" | growled 

"ll pay you what | would have paid him. Come on, Stoney" He sat down beside me. 

| narrowed my eyes and gave him a look like | smelled something rotten "Fine. Then you can leave." 


"Promise." He gave me that stupid grin again. 


"Stay here" The bottom step creaked when | reached the top. | turned around and caught Jerry creeping up 
behind me. "Don't you fucking listen?" 


"What?" 

"| should just kick you out," | grumbled. But | was losing the desire to even continue to bark at him. Whatever. 
Jerry followed me up to the attic and sat down on the couch while | pulled out the stash Regan left me. | had 
an old footlocker that | kept gear in. Nobody would ever go in it. As far as my family was concerned, Star 
especially, the locker was full of guitar gear, cables and strings, and pedals. Shit that meant nothing to them so 
if Star was looking to score, she wouldn't bother with this. 


"Stoney, you and me should have a smoke before | go." 


"No, thanks," | mumbled as | divided what Regan gave me, putting some into another bag for Jerry to take with 


him. 
"Come on" He strummed a chord on my guitar. 
"Put it down and get out" 


He put the guitar down but then he flipped his hair back and looked at me. | don't know why | relented but I did. 
| sat down beside Jerry on the couch and handed him the bag of weed. 


"Thanks. Sorry about the .IIm pretty possessive of mine, too. | should know better: 

"Hts not that" Then what was it, | asked myself 

"What is it, then?" he asked as he took a pack of rolling papers from the pocket of his leather jacket: 
"Nothing. [t's nothing, And | thought | told you to get out! 

"Yeah," was all he said as he leaned over and started to roll a joint on the coffee table. 

"We're really doing this?" My fists balled in frustration 

"Why not?" 

"Because | want to be alone! Jesus, you're fucking dense!" 


"Yeah." Jerry lit the joint and took a drag before he held it out for me. "Fuck, Regan has the best shit. You 
need this," he drawled as he exhaled. Jerry leaned back and wore a goofy smile as he stared straight ahead. It 
was as if he had no fucking clue how angry | really was. Or he didn't care. And that just pissed me off even 


more. 
| took the joint from him and studied it for a long moment. Regan really did have the best pot. | don't know 
what that kid did to make it so smooth, but it was the smoothest, easiest weed | ever smoked. And that was 
saying a lot. "You suck at rolling," | commented before | took a drag. 

"Sorry. | was in a hurry.” Jerry laughed. 

| moved to lean back next to him before | exhaled and gave him back the joint. 


"Kinda fucked up, huh?" 


"What?" | closed my eyes. | could feel my body starting to relax. Muscles that had been knotted since Jerry 
rang the doorbell slowly went slack. Even though | sank lower in the couch, my whole body felt lighter. 


"Everything. Nothing's the same now. It's like like we ain't kids anymore." 


"Well, we're not. I'm twenty-three. You're .." Fuck | didn't know how old Jerry was. He wasn't a kid, though. | felt 


him nudge my arm. One eye opened and | took the joint from him. 
"Yeah, but, like, | don't know. The party's over or something." 
"Party's been over for a while, Jer. We all knew. He was better but he wasn't. It was like .." | stopped. | didn't 


want to talk about this and | felt like he had somehow tricked me with his dopey "we ain't kids anymore" 


innocence. 

"Like what?" he persisted. 

| couldn't seem to stop my mouth. "Like we were living in the eye of a hurricane." 
"Knew it was coming." 

| nodded. "Just a matter of time." 

"Sucks." 

"Yep" 


We passed it back and forth until there was nothing left of the joint and it burned my thumb. | put it out in 


an ashtray. 


"So, what now?" Jerry asked. 


"You go home." 
"| mean with you and the guys! 

"Oh" | shrugged. 

"Gotta do something” 

"Whatever. 

"What do you want to do?" 

| was starting to lose my high with his questions. | thought he'd drop it. "Nothing. | dont know: 
"Gotta do something” 


"Why? Says who? Who says | gotta do something?" | sat up and had to grab hold of the table in front of me. 


Jerry was annoying me again. 

"Because .| mean." He sounded bewildered, 

"Good reason," | snorted. 

"| just mean you and Jeff -" 

"Fuck Jeff!" 

"Stoney." 

"Seriously. Fuck him." | could feel my body tensing up again. "And fuck you, Jerry. Get out!" 
"But =" 


"Get out!" | screamed. My buzz was completely gone. | was trembling as | stood up and kicked his leg. "Take 


your shit and get out! | want to be alone. | just want everybody to leave. me. the. fuck. ALONE!" 


Jerry stood up and looked at me with wide eyes. | thought | had finally gotten through his thick fucking skull 
with my losing it. | thought he was going to leave but instead, he grabbed me and wrapped me up in his arms, 
hugging me tightly. 


"The fuck?" | struggled against him, twisting and turning and smacking him, trying to break free, but he just 
continued to hold me, trapping my arms against my body. "Let go." 


"No." 

"Let go of mel What the fuck is wrong with you?" | wailed. There was suddenly a lump in my throat, making it 
impossible for me to keep screaming at him. | became acutely aware of Jerry's hand moving to the back of 
my head. | had no more fight in me. | clutched his jacket in one hand. My eyes were stinging and clouding my 
vision as they filled with tears. 

"Stone," Jerry whispered in the deafening silence. 

"| don't want to do this, Jerry. Please," | choked out. 

"| know." 


"Why'd you make me?" 


"| didn't," he gently told me as he sat us back down. He kept his arm around me and started to pet my hair, 
attempting to soothe me. 


"Yes, you did." 
"I'm sorry.” 


| gave up and leaned into him. The tears spilled over as | pushed my face against the smooth leather. "I'm so 


mad! 
"| know! 

"How could he do this to us?" 

"He didn't mean to" 

"But he swore he was better!" 

"He was sick, Stoney.” 

"| know, but -" 

"The sickness did this. Not Andy. The sickness took him, Stoney. He didn't want to leave” Jerry's voice was so 
calm, so understanding. There was something about it that compelled me to believe Jerry knew what he was 


talking about. 


| considered that. It wasn't Andy's fault. Maybe | wasn't even mad at Andy. | was mad that his illness took him 
from us. Maybe, maybe a little mad that he didn't fight harder. | don't know. More tears fell as | gripped 


Jerry's jacket tighter. What if more of my friends were taken from me? What if my world fell apart again and 
again and there was nothing | could do to stop it? A sob escaped. There was nothing left in me to stop it 
anymore. | cried. | cried and cried and | couldn't stop. Jerry just held on. He whispered things and pet my hair 
and | cried. Then he stopped whispering and | felt Jerry's lips on my temple. Soft, warm kisses. Comforting 
kisses. The touch of a good friend. The kind of kiss my mother would give me when | skinned my knee as a kid. 
His soft lips parted as fingers dove into my hair and combed through it. Suddenly, the thought of my 
comforting mother left me. Thank god. | lifted my head and looked at Jerry. 


His smile was soft and gentle and | could see the concern swimming through his glassy, blue eyes. "Hi." 


"Kiss me?" My voice didn't sound like mine at all. It sounded broken and desperate and | hated it. | turned my 


head to hide my face. 


His finger touched my chin and | allowed him to turn my head back to him. Those soft lips touched mine. His 
hand cradled the back of my head as his lips moved slowly with mine. "Stoney," he whispered. 


| kissed him. | moved my hands to his face while | asked him to kiss me deeper, to give me his tongue while | 
willingly gave him mine. | wanted no one around me for the past month. Now, | couldn't get enough of him. | 
pushed his jacket off his shoulders. When Jerry pulled away, breaking our kiss with a soft gasp, he took the 
jacket off and tossed it aside, to the floor. | hurried to pull my sweatshirt over my head, My t-shirt rode up 
to my chest, under my arms, and exposed my bare stomach. Jerry immediately placed his hand against it and | 
jumped. 


"Baby." 
"Jerry" | pulled him back into a kiss. 
He kept his hand on my stomach and leaned into me, pushing me back against the arm of the couch. 


Everything | had kept inside poured out of me in my desperate kisses. Jerry drew it out and accepted it, taking 
it into himself. | pulled him down, sending my tongue into his mouth while | grabbed his flannel shirt and 
started unbuttoning it. He struggled to take it off while we continued to make out. 


Somewhere in the back of my mind was that tiny voice of reason The one that thought | should push Jerry 
away, stop this before it went too far, recogrize that it was absolutely crazy. It tried to get me to stop but | 
refused to listen. Jerry was the solace and the shelter that | needed. His hands and his mouth calmed my body 
and healed my soul. Bit by bit, our clothes were picked away. If his hands could heal my soul, his body would 
absolutely ignite it. And | wanted it. | was desperate for it and | no longer cared what that looked like. 


He whispered in my ear words of tenderness and gentle encouragement while he made love to me. If it hurt 
when he entered me, | didn't notice. Jerry moved in a slow, steady rhythm. He was in no hurry. This wasn't for 
getting off. That much as clear. This was for me. This was for patching me up. The broken boy who'd chosen 
to isolate himself and tell the world to go to hell. Jerry was there to give me strength and hope and show me 


that not everyone was leaving me. 

| broke down again This time, | didn't really know why. The intensity of my orgasm, maybe. The caring, loving 
look in his eye. | don't know. Sometimes, these things have no words to accurately describe them. There was no 
anger left in my heart. No sadness. Just .everything else, | guess. Naked, sweaty, we lay tangled in each 
other's arms and legs. He petted my hair again and gently shushed me. 

"it's okay, Stoney. You're gonna be okay." 

"| know! 

"Why are you crying?" 

"Don't know. H's just all too much." 

"Did | hurt you?" 

"No!" | was quick to reply. "No, not at all. It was good" 

"Needed it. You needed to let go." 

"| guess." 

"| think | needed it, too." 

"You did?" 

"Yeah! 


"l'm glad, then" 


He stroked my hair some more and | must have drifted off. was startled awake by Jerry pulling his clothes 
on in a hell of a hurry. | lay there, naked and confused. 


"Someone came in downstairs and called your name," Jerry hissed. He kissed me and then started for the attic 


steps. "I'll stall them. Think it's your mom." 
| threw my clothes on while | strained to listen. 
"Hello, Mrs. Gossard. That's a lovely sweater. Is it new?" 


| laughed. | could hear that stupid grin on his face. 


